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tones Labours loU\ 

Snter Berovene. 

■ Ber. O my good knauc Coftard, exceedingly well met. 

Clow. Pray you fir,How much carnation Ribbon may a man. 
l&uyfor a remuneration . ? 

Ber. Wh at is a remuneration ?' 

Cofi. Marriefir, halfepenniefarthing. 

Ber. O, why then three farthings worth of Silke*. 

Cafi. I thanke your worfhip, God be wy you. 

Ber. O ftay flaue, 1 muftimploy thee; 

As thou wilt my fauour , good my knaue, 

.Doc one thing for me that I (hall intreate. 
flow. W hen would you hauc it done fw? 

Ber. O this after- noone. 

£1 o. Well, I willdoe it fir : Fare you well* 

Ber. O thou knowefi not what ic is. 

£love. I (hall know fir, when 1 haue done it,’ 

Ber. Why villaine thou mu ft know firft. 

Clo. I will come to your worlhip to morrow morning^. 
Berl. It muft be done thisafter-noone; 

Marke fiauc, it is but this; 

The Princes comes tohunthcerein the Parke, 

And in her traine there is a gentle Ladie : 

-When tongues fpeak fwcetly then they name her na,jne. 

And Ro [aline they call her, aske for her : 

And to her whyte hand fee thou doe commend 
Thisfcal’d-vp counfaile, There’s thy guerdon: goe. 

Clove. Gardon, Ofwcet gardon, better then remuneration, 
"a leucnpemce-farthin g better : mod fwcct gardon. I will doc it. 
fir in print : gardon, remuneration. Exit, 

Ber. 0,and I forfoothinlouc, 

1 that haue beene loues whip ? 

A verie Beadle to a humorous (igh : A Oritickeg. 

Nay , a night-watch Conftablc. 

A domineering pedant ore the Boy, 

Then whom no mortall fo magnificent. 

This wimpled, whyning, purblindewaward Boy/. 

Thisfignior Iunios gyantdwatfe Don faph 
IRegsnt of Loue- rimes, Lord of foldedarmes, 

TA’ aaa ointjfcd loucraigne of fighes and groanes r 
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toiies Labours loft. 


v iedceof all loyteters and malccontents : 
Llrea^Prince of Placcats, King of Godpeecc*, 
Sole Emperator and great general! 

Of trotting Parritors(0 my little heaft) 

And I to be a Corporall of his held. 

And wearc his Colours like a Tumblers hoopc t 

Whatillouc, Ifue, Heekea wifc, 

A woman that is like a Germaine Cloakc, 

Still a repairing: eucr out of frame, 

Andneuer going a right, being a Watch: 

But being watebt, that it may ftill goe right: 

Nay, to be periurdc, which is worn of all-* 

And among three, to louethe word of all, 

A whitly wanton, with a vcluet brow. ; 

With two pitch bals (Vucke in her face for eyeSo 
I, and by heauen one that will doe the deede. 
Though ArgH* were her Eunuch and her guardc 
And I to figh for her, to watch for her. 

To pray for her, go to : it is a plague 
That C«/»^wiltimpofe for my ncgleft. 

Of his almighty drcadfull little might. 

Well. I will loue, write.figh.pray, fue grone, ' 
mm mill} lone tnv Ladv. and fomc lone* 



A Bus JQuartus. 


Bn ter the Princejfe, a ForrcJler x her Ladies x and her 
Lords. 

§)u. Was that the King that fpurd his horfefo hard, 
Againft the fteepe vprifing of the hill ? 

Boy. 1 know not, but I thinkeit was not he. 

Whoereawas,a thew’da mounting minds ; 
WcllLords today we (hall haue our di(patch, 

On Saturday we will returne to France. 

Then PVrdfor my friend, Where isthe Bu(h, 

That we muft (land and play the murtherer in ? 


